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of inferior beings, he regains, on the other hand, by his warm devotion to his gifted friend, in whose great destiny he firmly believes. " O Clavigo, I have cherished thy fate in my heart as my own."
As Goethe saw himself in the picture of the great yet insignificant, strong yet weak, ambitious yet merciful Clavigo, so likewise in the picture of Beaumarchais,55 the brother of Clavigo's forsaken sweetheart. How often the thought must have come to him of what he should be likely to do if Cornelia were treated as he had treated Friederikel On such occasions he, who on slight provocation would gnash his teeth and curse in an ungodly manner, doubtless flew into as savage a rage inwardly as that of Beaumarchais in the first redaction of the play, which gave Wieland such a shock. In other respects his imagination, when it followed out the further fate of Friederike, doubtless painted a development such as we find in Clavigo, and such as the Memoire afforded until near the close. The blending of real experiences and fancied situations with Beaumarchais's narration is further betrayed by the name Sophie, which is given the sister of Marie, but does not occur in the Memoire. Cornelia bore this name in her circle of friends, and Friederike had a sister named Sophie. For Clavigo's beloved the poet retained the name Marie for the sake of the Madonna-like character which he wished to give her, as he had to her counterpart in Gotz. Marie's true and unselfish admirer, Buenco, like Carlos, a character created by Goethe, seems to have been suggested by memories of Lenz, who had presumably occupied a similar position with reference to Friederike.
By thus dramatising the Memoire of Beaumarchais Goethe dramatised a painfully sore episode of his own soul-life. Hence we find in Clavigo the same glowing fervour of feeling and the same impassioned flow of language as in Werther. One can feel the beat of the poet's pulse, feel his throbbing heart driving his hand, which hastens from scene to scene, till Clavigo, with Beaumarchais's dagger in his heart, falls upon the lifeless body of Marie. Not until then